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0 the fading eyes, the grimed face turned bony,

Oped mouth gushing, fallen head,

Lessening pressure of a hand shrunk, clammed

and stony!
0 sudden spasm, release of the dead !

Was there love once ?   I have forgotten her.
Was there grief once ? grief yet is mine.
0 loved, living, dying, heroic soldier,
All, all, my joy, my grief, my love, are thine I

THE SPRIG OF LIME
HE lay, and those who watched him were amazed
To see unheralded beneath the lids
Twin tears, new gathered at the price of pain,
Start and at once run crookedly athwart
Cheeks channelled long by pain, never by tears.
So desolate too the sigh next uttered
They had wept also, but his great lips moved,
And bending down one heard, * A sprig of lime;
Bring me a sprig of lime.'   Whereat she stole
With dumb signs forth to pluck the thing he
craved.
So lay he till a lime-twig had been snapped
From some still branch that swept the outer grass
Far from the silver pillar of the bole
Which mounting past the house's crusted roof
Split into massy limbs, crossed boughs, a maze
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